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they are technically correct, and you can 
only acquire this technique under skilful 
guidance. 


In comic art particu.arly, the clever cari- 


‘ature depends altogether on a proper 


understanding of what to emphasize and 
what to omit, and this knowledge can 
only be had through instruction. You 
cannot become a skilled artist without 
instruction any more than you could be 
a finished musician and play only by ear. 
Men are born with genius, but art is the 
practical and skilful application of nat- 
ural ability. 


We send you this instruction by mail 
and your individual training comes under 
the personal direction of Mr. Grant E. 
Hamilton, an artist of international rep- 
utation. This school has been estab- 
lished eleven years and has developed 
many first-class illustrators who are now 
‘arning good incomes from their art. 


Only a limited number of students will 


be taken, so write at once. 


Studio of Pictorial Art 


(Ine.) 
172 Fifth aoe 
New ork 


Established 1908 


You can’t 
sell your 
drawings— 











Jundae 


ight 1915.b4Leslie-J f eCo.Eutered at the Post. 
Office at Now Shek as second $ ttiail matter.Carl, 
address Judgark” ) Telephotie 6632MadisonSouate 





















Joh&#w A Sleicher Reuben D, 
President Secretary 
Geant E Hasitton i =~ Wn] SAW Waldtoy 
oe ee A.E. Rotlaner Treasurer Editee 
Vol. LXVIII January 16, 1915 No. 17% 


coenttTteiteebetrteTt = 


Cover Design: A Call to Arms . ° 

About Motors : ‘ ‘ , 

Editorials: Hazing Grim Humor Indeed If 
They Only Would! . , ‘ 

Averting a Calamity Max Merryman 

Why Boarders Stay ‘ ‘ . Lois Willoughby 

To Fortuna ° ‘ ‘ . Tudor Jenks 

True Love's Adversities Battell Loomis 

Picking and Choosing ‘ ; Walt Mason 

The Age of Wisdom ‘ ; ‘ — Wright Kauffmar 

The Choice ; LaTouche Hancock 

JUDGE’S Between Covers (ilu strated by James 
Montgomery Flagg) . « Robert Mountsier 

An Error in Diagnosis (///ustrated by Felloz vs) J. A. Waldron 

Egg View Notes : " ‘ , Leslie Van Every 

The Hog. F ‘ ‘ - Maurice Switzer 

The Modest Little Maid C. L. Edson 

JUDGE'S Poster Stamps of E uropean Soldiers 

The Desperate Character . . Tom P. Morgan 

Wouldn’t Waste Ammunition . Strickland Gillilan 

Victoria’s Vanity Box ‘ Minna Irving 

The Modern Woman: A Spade’s a Spade Ethel R. Peyser 
Suffrage Snapshots. ° ° - Ida Husted Harper 
Curbside Comments ° Oreola W. Haskell 

Oversea Humor, Stories with Smiles, Passing the Mustard, With the College 
Wits, and Verse and Jest by JUDGE’S staff. 

Fun and Satire in Pictures by Grant E. Hamilton, Emil Flohri, H. A. Peter- 
sen, Zim, Barksdale Rogers, Bertram, Monte Crews, Paul Goold, 
Laura E. Foster, A. Matchefert, J. Conacher, Denison, Gephart, 
Calvert Smith, C.W. Kahles, R. B. Fuller, H. G. Peters, R. E. Snode 
grass, Henkel, A, T. Merrick, Emery, R. Van Buren, Lou Rogers, and 


James Montgomery Fla 
Frank Godwin as 


others. 
SUBSCRIPTION RATES 
One year, or 52 numbers - - . $5.00 
Six months, or 26 numbers . - . 2.50 
Thirteen weeks - - ° © ° 1,25 


Subscriptions payable in advance by draft on New York, or by express or postal order 

EUROPEAN AGENTS—Wm. Dawson & Sons, Ltd., Bream’s Buildings, London, E. C. 
England; Brentano's, Avenue de UOpera, Paris; Saarbach’s News Exchange, 16 Job 
Screet, Adelphi, London ; 56 Rue de la Victoire, Puris ; 1 Clara Strasse, Mainz, Germany. 

Subscriptions and advertising for all the publications of Leslie-Judge Company will 
taken at regular rates at any of the above offices. 


otherwise return of the latter when found unavailable cannot be guaranteed. We receive 
such material, submitted for publication, only on eondition that we shall not be held respon 
sible for its loss or injury while in our hands or in transit. 

If JUDGE cannot be found at any news-stand, the publishers will be under obligations if 
that fact be promptly reported on postal card or by letter. 

BACK NUMBERS: Present year, 10 cents per copy; 1914, 10 cents; 1913, 20 cents, ett. 
2 The contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright in both the United States and Great 

ritain. 

Postage free in the United States, its dependencies, and Mexico, To Canadian Provinces 

add 50 cents a year for postage ; to all foreign countries add $1.00 a year, 


WESTERN ADVERTISING OFFICE: Marquette Building, Chicago, III. 
WASHINGTON | REPRESENTATIVE: Wyatt Building, Washington, D. Cc. 


———— 








Published weekiy’ by the Lestie-Ju Co. 225 Fifth Ay 
New York Cc a> | 








j 








WAR BULLETIN 


“Our position at the present time is very satisfactory.”’ 
Judge’s special correspondent at the seat of war sends us 
the above information with an appropriate illustration. See 
next week’s front cover for further details. 
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Hazing 
S JUDGE noted, the advanced 
students of a Western college set about 
this year by 
abandon hazing and in 
its stead to the 
kindly hand to fresh 
men, with the 
to aid newcomers in any 
way in their power 


recently 


an innovation resolving to 





tender 


purpose 


application of tic 
Pin sticking is strictly feminine, and figur 
as between 


only in this specific * pins. 
atively is indulged commonly 
women the world over. 


Grim Humor Indeed 
ITH records of its horrors, the news 
occasionally print what is 
of the world war. 


papers 
called ‘‘the grim humor 


ble results It requires intelligence like 
that recently sent from Cairo, Egypt, to sug- 
gest the widely separated sections of human. 
ity gathered to fight for 
a single one among the 
many national combat- 
ants now devastating 
Europe and laying waste 
other sections where one 

or another inter- 











in the pursuit of 
education and 
There 








happiness. 
has been no intelligence of other col- 
leges falling into line on this question. 

Colleges in which young women en- 
joy the same advantages as young 
men would seem to be superior to the 
rough usage of fresh students, on the 
theory that any institution or activity 
in which woman participates should 
show the refining influence of the gen- 
tler sex. Of course there are some 
tokens in modern life that what al- 
ways will be called the fair sex is no 
longer the gentler. 

And to bear out the legitimacy of 
hazing as a time-honored institution, 
or to indicate that young women in 
educational association with young 
men take on some characteristics of 
how comes a lawsuit in 
Lafayette, Ind., where a 
formerly a student in 
has sued 





young men, 
operation at 
young woman 
Perdue University seven 
other young women students for so 
hazing her that she was forced to go home 
and abandon her studies. 

All the defendant young women did to 
the plaintiff young woman was to enter her 
room at the university, stick pins in her, 
paint her face with red ink, disrobe her and 
throw her into a bathtub filled with cold 
water. There seems to have been nothing 
original in this case of hazing beyond the 
pin-sticking episode, and that was original 
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. Goldrox—So my son has proposed to you—and you've 
accepted hira ? 
Muss Steno—I did, 


I think you might have seen me first ! 
but I preferred your son ! 


But even the humor that the conflict devel- 
ops relates to the sinister character of the 
Without a redeem- 
against civilization 


whole terrible struggle. 
ing feature, war makes 
and all well-being in uncc inted ways. 
People in regions remote from the scenes 
of carnage—and there are few such regions 
in the civilized world—cannot yet realize 
the stupendous interests involved. No mind, 


perhaps, will ever conceive the war’s terri- 






est holds territory. 

Among the pyr- 
amids of Gizeh is an expeditionary 
force that includes Australian, New 





Zealand, English, Indian, Egyptian, 
Irish and Tasmanian troops. Add to 


these the races and tribes struggling 
in Europe and nearer Asia, and what 
mind can grasp future consequences? 

A great military camp is situated 
in the desert where ancient hosts 
gathered. Tent towns have sprung 
up, and camels, automobiles, gun 
carriages, donkeys, motors and motor 
cycles mingle in this strange war 
assembly. The element of grim 
humor here is imparted by ‘‘mas- 
cots,’’ which include dogs, donkeys, 
monkeys, kangaroos, wallabies, laugh- 
ing jackasses, parrakeets and even 
a Tasmanian devil. 

Every trade and profession is rep- 
among the troops, which 
mascots will not survive, 

and whose fortunes, of course, they 

cannot aid. What a spectacle is here 
presented remote from the greater theaters 
of a war that has had no parallel since 
man developed from barbarism! 

Truly, the world is on its backward way. 


If They Only Would! 
O ONE would sing a last year’s popular 
Now, if they’d only 
toward this 





resented 
even the 


song this year. 
discernment 
s popular songs! 


same 


show the 
year’s 
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CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE BEFORE A GRAND JURY IN A DRY TOWN 


Averting a Calamity 
667 OOK at this roast!’’ exclaimed Digby, 
in atone of supreme disgust at his 
““As black as my hat on the 
outside and hardly warm 


( on the inside !’’ 
——~ 

-¥ 

‘ 

J 


dinner table. 


**Sh-sh-sh!’’ said Mrs. 


' 
1B Digby, as she shook one 
a ' - ° - 
? 4 / finger toward Digby. ‘‘She 
Ki . ‘sf 
7 + will hear you if you are 
\er tes z 
+) not careful. 


**And look at that dish 

a of mashed potatoes!”’ 

added Digby. ‘‘The color 

of wood ashes and lumpy and not half sea- 
soned and’’—— 

“Do speak lower, James!’’ said Mrs. 
Digby, with her eye on the door between 
the dining room and the kitchen. ‘‘She 
will be sure to hear you! I think that she 
is always listening.’’ 

“Look at this stuff she has put on in the 
Name of gravy! It has half an inch of 
clear grease floating around on top of it, 
and it is the color of putty! It’s no more 


like the rich, brown gravy we have served 
with meat at the club! And cast your eye 
on that soggy mess she calls bread! It 
would give a goat indigestion to eat her 
bread, and’’——- 

‘*Speak lower, James, if you must talk 
like that. I thought I heard a step out in 
the entry, and I have an idea she is there, 
hearing every word you say!’’ 

‘“‘And her coffee! Of all the sloppy, 
tasteless, lukewarm stuff I ever did drink in 
the name of coffee, hers is the 
limit! And if she ever again 
puts such a sickening mess on 
the table and calls it pie as she 
put on last night, I'll swear if I 
don’t’’—— 

‘*Sh-sh-sh! I feel sure I heard 
her in the entry. You simply 
must not allow her to hear you, 
James, for she has a temper 
that is a cross between that of 
a hyena and a rattlesnake. 
Some days I am afraid to go 
near the kitchen. She swore 





dreadfully to-day because I wanted to make 
a cake, and I think she had been drinking 
again and—Sh-sh-sh-sh, James! She will 
hear you!”’ 

‘*What if she does hear me?’’ 

‘‘What if she does, man? She would 
leave at once, that’s what she would do! 
Do you get me, James? I know her well 
enough to know that she would certainly 
leave if she heard you! Now I guess you 


will keep still !’’ —Max Merryman. 





IT CERTAINLY IS HARD TO PRESERVE NEUTRALITY 














Why Boarders Stay 
‘“ UR ROOM is abominable, but this is 
the only place where George can eat 
the food. . . . Oh, didn’t you? His father 
died of nervous indiges- 
tion.”’ 

**The food is atro- 
cious. We wouldn't 
stay a minute if it was 
not for the view.”’ 

**The people in the 
house are quite impos- 
sible, but she always 
keeps the rooms warm, 
and I am so susceptible 
to changes in tempera- 
ture.”’ 

*‘Just think of shut- 
ting up our beautiful 
home and living in a 
place likefthis! I'd go 
back to-morrow, but I 
cannot have the care of a big house and 
attend to my suffrage duties.’’ 

‘*The children are so happy playing in 
the big, old-fashioned halls, and I think if 
they are brought up with people from the 
start, they always have such easy manners, 
don’t you?’’ 

**Oh, it’s terrible; but we’re invited out 
so much, it really doesn’t make any differ- 
ence where we are.”’ 

**John says he can't work when he thinks 





of me alone all day in a four-room flat, so I 
pretend I like these horrid old cats. I'd 
put up with anything rather than hurt 
John’s prospects.’’ 


‘* Bless hislittle cold 
nose! His muddy’ll 
take off that horrid old 
muzzle this minute. 
Muddy and faddy are 
just miserable here, 
but they won’t com- 
plain, because the 
nice maid comes and 
stays with Snoozel- 
ums when they go to 
the theater.”’ 

Suppressed ensem- 
ble: ‘‘Because it’s 
cheap!”’ 

—Lois Willoughby 


A Pessimist 

**You advertise your 
chestnuts as being 
uniform in quality.’’ 

oo” 

**Well, they are not. 
You left the worm out 
of this one.”’ 


Proof 
Hokus—W hat makes 
you think he is a vege- 
tarian? 
Pokus—I have 
smoked his cigars. 


Knick — Doesn't 
Jones fit in anywhere? 

Bock—No; that man 
would be a square peg 
in a doughnut. 





COM 
Pears to me these here allies are puttin’ up a great fight. 
* Ya-as, but ‘tain’t nothin’ to what these Belgians, an’ French an’ British are doin’. 
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To Fortuna 
es lady, pictures show 
How, lightly clad, you go 
On a wheel, to and fro, 
Dealing out gifts. 
You have your favored sons, 
Such as the happy ones 
Who have no fear of duns— 
You give them lifts. 


But there’s a humble wight, 

Working hard, day and night, 

Whom it will much delight 
If you could call. 

He doesn’t ask for much— 

Just a small trifle, such 

As wouldn’t really touch 
Your store at all. 


He’s not the sneering kind, 
He doesn’t think you blind, 
And so has plainly signed 
This bit of verse. 
So when you roll this way, 
Don’t mind your negligee; 
Drop in ’most any day! 
You might do worse.—Tudor Jenks. 


A pessimist: A man with one speed 
forward and four reverse. 














“Yes, sir, omelettes have gone up—on account of the war.” 


True Love’s Adversities 
HE KISSED her by postal and parcel post, 
By letter and registered mail; 
But his methods proved vain as the kiss of 
a ghost, . 
Till this lover at last hit 
the trail. 


He kissed her by cable and 
wireless gram. 
Come closer—by tele- 
graph; yet 
2 She would not admit that 
she loved him, shrewd 
lamb! 
~ E’en by ’phone—not until their kismet. 
—Battell Loomis. 


A Pertinent Question 

Little Helen was taken to church for the 
first time one Sunday. The service was a 
source of wonder to her, but after the alms 
basin had been passed and she had put in 
her mite, her curiosity was uncontrollable, 
and she turned to her mother. 

““Mother,’’ said she, ‘‘what do we get 
for our money?’’ 

















“Great Scott! are they throwing eggs at each other now ?” 


His Forte 
Madge—Why do you prefer Wagner? 
Marjorie—Because he composes about the 
only kind of music one can hear above the 
conversation. 


It’s Only Meaning 

Uncle Roger had been po’ly for some 
time and had tried with alacrity every sort 
of patent medicine he could secure. 

An old acquaintance hailed him with, 

‘‘Hello, uncle! 
How are you-all 
nowadays?”’ 

“‘How is I? W’y, 
bawss, fo’ mos’ ly six 
munts a meal’s vit- 





tles ain’ mean nuf- “g 

fin’ t’ me, ’scusin’ Lf, 

5 _— i: | ‘' \ 

somepin tuh take / * IM 
medicine atter!’’ % i —— 


At Palm Beach 


Y\) 
‘*How do you like Kn \ 
” Sf \\ 
your hotel, Clara? BA ioN \ 
“Oh, fine! The jf \ 


rooms are small and 
dark, and the food 
is badly cooked; but 
the gossip is excel- 
lent.’’ 











WAR TERMS—‘‘A TURNING MOVEMENT” 











H° Q)ING 
by WALT MASON 


ER NAME was Susan Sarah Salt, and oftentimes she said, ‘‘I’11 

find a man without a fault—till then I will not wed. Pro- 

posals all will be denied which don’t from virtue flow; the man 
who’d have me for a bride must be as pure as snow.’’ 

There came a suitor rich, who spoke of love and asked her 
hand; she scorned him, for she’d seen him smoke cigars to beat 
the band. ‘‘I cannot for a lifetime lean on any man,’’ she cried, 
**who’s soaked so full of nicotine it oozes through his hide.’ 

A year went by; another man came up, with loveliteye. ‘‘I 
hear,’” she said, ‘‘you rush the can whenever you aredry. The 
lips that for the growler thirst can never touch my face. Gohence! 
Your name is Wienerwurst—your words are a disgrace!’’ 

The months rolled on, as months have rolled and always will 
revolve; and she, though growing somewhat old, was firm in her 
resolve. Then Clarence came, with 
pledge and vow all loaded to the guards. 


, 





war. When too much smoking makes him dry, he seeks the near. 
est joint and with four fingers of old rye his vitals doth anoint, 
He owns to every human fault, to each besetting sin; but Susan, 
who was lately Salt, regards him with a grin. 


The Age of Wisdom 


’M NEARER forty now than not (do tell me ’tisn’t so!) 
f.nd men have filled great libraries with things I'll never know. 
I’ve lived and loved and read and worked in many a distant clime; 
I’ve taken scientific tours in prehistoric time. 
I’ve made the circuit of the earth and many lands I’ve seen; 
And yet—why, I was thrice as wise when I was seventeen! 


At seventeen one has the sure, straight wisdom of a lad; 
There are two sorts of folk alive—the good sort and the bad. 
Your creed, your father’s party—they rise serene, alone; 

The country, State or town that’s best is certainly your own. 
There are no ethical debates so serious and long; 

There’s only one way that is right and one way that is wrong. 


At seventeen you are not torn by interests diverse; 
You split no hairs and have no cares ’twixt better things and worse. 
The school eleven’s sure to win, unless the game’s unfair; 
You’ve got to get to college and make the best frat there. 
And then some day you’!! join your dad and make the business 
whirl; 

And underneath the sun for you there’s just the only girl. 
Well, we that see so close at hand the Hill of Middle Age, 
Don’t think we do not envy you your attitude so sage. 
For me, as I have said above, I’ve weathered many a clime 
And read and lived and loved and worked a little in my time; 
I’ve paid, as most of you will pay, a rather heavy price, 
And all I’ve gained is this, I think—the art of thinking twice. 
Apart from that there’s little worth that I have learned or seen; 
A boy is wise in many things when he is seventeen! 

—Reginald Wright Kauffman, 





She said, ‘‘I cannot be your frau, for you 
are fond of cards! You waste your 
wealth; with other gents you blow it left 
and right! They say you’ve squandered 
sixty cents at poker in onenight! I'll be 
a spinster till I croak, jeered at by mar- 
ried dames, before I'll train with sports 
who smoke or play at sinful games.’’ 

And time slid past, as time will slide, 
and gray was in her hair; few asked her 
now to be a bride, and vows were grow- 
ing rare. Yet Reggie came, and at her 
feet he knelt and talked of biz; he said 
his life would be too sweet, if she would 
but be his. She proudly shook her tawny 
curls, and Reggie heard her say, ‘‘I’ve 
seen you chase the chorus girls along the 
Great White Way. I'd rather be my 
maiden aunt and leave all hope behind, 
than wed a man who'd gallivant with 
chickens of that kind!”’ 

The years rushed on, and Susan’s 





life was lonely, cold and gray; one last 
lone chance to be a wife came finally her 
way. She asked no questions, but she 
sighed, ‘‘Let’s haste and close the deal; 
the sooner I am made a bride, the better 
I will feel.’’ 

Her husband smokes an old clay 
pipe; you smell it from afar. They say 
it was unduly ripe some years before the 
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Hunches 


LL THE world’s a stage, and the socialist 
is a chap who thinks he should have a 
complimentary ticket to each performance. 
Opportunity hesitates 
with every man once. 
Life is a one-step from 
the cradle to the grave. 
With man, as with the 
¥f automobile, the size of the 
} horn is no indication of 


* hye the speed. 
_ aN ‘*No,’’ remarked the 
—N\—-" man with the dyspeptic 


look to the youth from the city, ‘‘dry farms 
are not stocked with dry cows.’’ 

In measuring their worth, some men 
would have the world use a speedometer 
when it should use a gas meter. 

**At last, father,’’ said the modern daugh- 
ter, as she entered the sitting room dressed 
in her latest gown, ‘‘ you should be satisfied. 
In this dress I’m bound to be more seen than 
heard.”’ 







WOMAN WITH THE HOE 


The Choice 


H, YOU would have grand castles 
placed 

In several countries, I conjecture, 
Arrayed in most luxurious taste 

Of most imposing architecture; 
But where is one so rich and rare, 

Though practical old folks may quiz it, 
As that grand castle in the air 

My love and I so often visit? 

—La Touche Hancock. 


Time’s Whirligig 
“It is a fad now to knit socks for the 
refugees.’’ 
‘*Then it is fashionable to know how to 
knit?”’ 
**Oh, very !”’ 
‘Hurrah! Grandma is in style again!’’ 


Dancing Around 
Nowadays, when two irresistible bodies : 
meet, the usual course is for them to join ea d 
hands and take a few turns in the maxixe THOSE VANITY BOXES 
or the hesitation. ** Carry your baggage, lady ?’’ 
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‘/TSHROUGH THE BRAZILIAN WIL- 

DERNESS,’’ by Theodore Roosevelt. 
Although in third-hand form, this narra- 
tive of adventure is still bully stuff—but 
not the Bull Moose kind. Fora laugh, see 
picture opposite page 216 and try to imag 
ine Woody Wilson, ex-President, posed for 
a photograph with a group of naked women. 


66 Y AUTOBIOGRAPHY,”’ by S. S. 


McClure. The stirring story of a 
life that seems to be several lives, so full of 
energy and activity is it. Whether in or 


out of a book or magazine, the power be- 
hind McClure’s is an inspiration to youth 
and age. 


é¢TDEMINISCENCES OF TOLSTOY,’’ by 


Count Ilya Tolstoy. To show the 
evolution of a great and extraordinary char- 


ICHAEL FANE has gone out of the life of his creator, Comp- 
I first became acquainted 


ton Mackenzie, and out of mine. 


with the child Michael more than a year ago, when a bar on his 
bed in his mother’s new London home insisted upon looking at him 
and he persisted in telling his nurse that the roar of a passing train 


was alion’s. I saw him grow up until he 
was big enough to escape nurse and enter 
St. James’s Preparatory School. I fol- 
lowed his every move while he was under 
the spell of religious fervor, which ended 
in his becoming a Roman Catholic. I 
watched him shower the blue-eyed Lily 
with kisses, and was with him when he 
later learned of her The 
eighteen-year-old Michael then left me to 
go up to Oxford. 

Last week, when I met Michael Fane 
again, I felt that an old friend had come 
back into my life. He was entering St. 
Mary’s, and as a matter of course I fol- 
lowed him through his Oxford career, 
and then—the underworld of London 
after he had heard by accident that Lily, 
the girl he had made love to six years 
before, was walking the streets. I had 
fondly hoped that the Michael Fane of 
‘*Youth’s Encounter’’ and of the first 
part of ‘‘Sinister Street,’’ which brought 
him back to me, would create a world of 
his own; but he went out of my life on 
the last page, bound for Rome and the 


fickleness. 


priesthood. 
‘*He is growing un on the last page,’”’ 








SING SENTEN 


acter, Tolstoy’s son throws open not only 
all the doors of the Tolstoy home, but also 
the doors of the family cupboard, which 
contains a strange collection of photographs, 
garments and skeletons. 


67 PHE LITTLE HOUSE,’’ by Helen S. 
Woodruff. A real Southern beauty’s 


appealing story of a plantation well equipped 
with a colonel, a big white house, darkies, 
magnolias and roses, but lacking a South- 
ern beauty of the fiction variety. Here are 
love and laughter sprinkled with tears. 


—aoa. ROMANTIC AND 

BEAUTIFUL,’’ by George Wharton 
James. A voluminous volume for the win- 
ter visitor to California, also for the Native 
Son, whose place is always in the 
(Personal, to George Wharton James: Even 


sun. 





COMPTON MACKENZIE 


Judoo'’s 


Between Covops 


By ROBERT MOUNTSIER 


CE S§S 
more of California and her flowers and less 
of George Wharton James and his flowery 


apostrophes would make California and this 
book more desirable. ) 


66 A NDERSEN’S FAIRY TALES,”’ illus. 

trated by Dugald Stewart Walker. 
The old stand-by with drawings in colors for 
the child who has an imagination and for 
the child who is mentally defective because 
he does not possess the faculty of creating 
other worlds. 


6¢/P HE LIFE STORY OF A RUSSIAN EX. 

ILE,’’ by Marie Sukloff. This auto- 
biography of struggle and adventure is a big 
slice of life, such as Dostoevsky might have 
carved and served. It affords further proof 
that all Russians should be either landed 
proprietors or revolutionists. 


says Compton Mackenzie in an epilogical letter, ‘‘and for me his 
interest is beginning to fade. 
sand new adventures; 
may become a society preacher. 
opinions; at the same time I may believe in all of them. 


He may have before him a thou- 
he may become a Benedictine monk; he 
I do not identify myself with his 
He is to 
me an objective reality; he is not myself 
in a looking-glass.’’ 

But to hold the mirror up to Compton 
Mackenzie: Montague Compton Mac- 
kenzie was born in 1882, at West Hartle- 
pool, a place which he and the Germans 
have made famous. His father is a 
well-known English actor, and his mother 
was Virginia Bateman, a member of the 
American actor-family of that name. 
Compton Mackenzie’s brother and his 
three sisters are connected with the stage, 
and he himself has not only written for 
the stage, but has appeared on it here in 
the United States, in the leading male 
role of the dramatized version of his 
popular novel, ‘‘Carnival.’’ And he is 
also a horticulturist. Michael Fane was 
none of these; he is Mackenzie’s experi- 
ence and life. I can have no more 
Michael Fane, except the memory of him; 
but after I had finished ‘‘ Sinister Street,” 
I realized that I could have more Compton 
Mackenzie, and I wanted more. ThenI 
read his first two novels, ‘‘ The Passionate 
Elopement”’ and ‘‘Carnival.’’ The four 
novels together are a treat. Treat your- 
self to them. 





6é7S IT anything serious?’’ es 
Mrs. Nordlaw looked at her 
physician with apprehension as he 


studied his thermometer and felt By J. A. 


her pulse. 
‘‘That remains to be seen,’’ 
' replied the physician solemnly and with a wise glance. ‘* What 


have been your symptoms?’’ 

‘‘Why, I’ve had flushes and chills, nervousness, fluttering here’ 
—she indicated her heart— ‘and strange alternations of depression 
and’”’ 


’ 








**Yes—yes! I understand.’’ 

‘**I’m naturally strong, am I not, doctor? You’ve said so more 
than once.’’ 

‘‘Naturally. Yes. But even the strong, you know, are some- 
times’’ 

‘*But, really, is there anything to fear? I am terribly nervous, 
as you see!’’ 


‘*Your condition may be temporary—your indisposition slight. 
Your appetite is’’ 
‘‘Oh, always the same Good. I ate a very hearty dinner last 
night, and it wasn’t until after breakfast this morning that I felt 








AN ERROR IN DIAGNOSIS 


VALDRON 
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= —¥ so strange I thought I should go 
back to bed and call you.’’ 

‘‘Do you eat much candy?”’ 

| and he indicated a partly emptied 


= =s% box on the bed. 





“IT love it! I eat it whenever 


And that happens to be often.’’ 
How about exercise 


I crave sweets. 


‘‘So? But too much is not good for you. 
—your activities? You go about a good deal—and perhaps dance 
much?”’ 


‘‘Why, I’m on the go all the time! As for dancing, really, I 
can’t refrain from it. I adore it!’’ 

‘Well, tell me of your activities, say, for the past two or three 
days.’’ 

‘‘Let’s see. This is Sunday, is it not?’’ 

‘*Yes. Don’t you hear the church bells? I was about to start 
for church when you called me. Do you go to church very often?’’ 

‘Always at Easter. And now and then. My late husband was 
not a church-goer, you know.’’ There was a suspicion of a tear. 
‘*But you must not think me a barbarian, doctor !’’ 

‘‘No. You are full of life and must have social excitement. 


Quite right.’’ 
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**But as to my activities, what I do one day is much like what 
I do another—except as to Sundays. Yesterday, for example, | 
rose early to attend the auction of the belongings of the Princess 
Zou-Zou. She was quite the model for dress and other things, you 
know. I just wanted to see what she had. Then I kept an engage- 
ment for luncheon and danced at the same place’’ 

**How long?’’ 

‘*Why, until it was time to come home and dress for dinner, 
which I took And then I danced again until—until—they 
know. They closed quite early, because to-day is 





out. 


closed, you 


Sunday.’’ 

‘*And if it had been Friday or Thursday, you might have 
danced longer?’’ 

**T might, I'll confess.”’ 

**You must refrain from dancing for two or three days and get 
more sleep. And here's a prescription that may help. It is noth- 
ing serious. Good day!”’ 

As the physician retired the "phone bell rang. 
**Who Oh, Mr. Belford! 
Somebody may be listening! 
Well, then, Jack! Call you 
dear Jack? Why, Mr. 
Jack! Afraid to propose last 
night? Why, Jack! Dear 
Jack, then! ... Oh! Oh! 
Well, I'll give you an an- 
swer to-night, Jack! I've 
called you that once, haven't 
I?’’ And she rang off, 
laughing happily. 

In a moment she stopped 


Mrs. Nordlaw 
Call you Jack? 


answered, is this? 


laughing and began to sing. 


Then she began to dress 
hurriedly. 
A maid entered. ‘‘ Mrs. 


Rundell is waiting, ma’am. 
She said you had called her 
up.”” 

‘“‘Bring her right in, 
Flora.’ And Mrs. Nord- 
law continued her song. 

‘*Why, dear!’’ said Mrs. 
Rundell, a very pretty wom 
an, entering. ‘‘You 
you were ill, and here you 
are as gay as agirl. You 


said 





CRITICISM 


Waz-al, Jess, I think it’s all right as fur as it goes. 
aigrettes an’ some flowers t’ give it some style.’’ 
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THE ROCKY ROAD TO MATRIMONY 


were even singing. And I met the doctor at the door going out as 


I came in!’’ 

“Te.” 

**And you look just as happy as you've looked for weeks danc- 
ing with Jack Belford.’’ 

“*Yes. And what do you think of a widow—a widow, mind 
you—who mistook a plain case of love for some serious illness?”’ 


Egg View Notes 
TE GIMBER was in Pollywog again Wednesday, where he 
went to a one-night vaudeville play in the evening. He says 
they rushed things through, and that the curtain went up before 
the women in the show had time to get much of anything on. 

A stranger got off of the train here, the middle of the week, 
and tried hard to make a dicker with Ratio Roundtree and get him 
interested in selling incubators in this vicinity. Ratio suspected 
him and was very careful to eye him good, act slowly and know 
what he was saying. The man asked Ratio what he thought his 
running expenses would be, and Ratio said they'd be nothing, as 
he’d walked with a cane for 
over ten years. 

Having sent a poem off to 
some big New York magazine 
last week, Witt Larcom, in 
case it sells, is arranging to 
stand near the station several 
hours each day, so every- 
body can have a good look 
at him and get jealous if 
they want to. 

Corny Paine has owed 
Truman Bilge twenty-five 
cents for two months now. 
Saturday night, while both 
of them were in the grocery, 
Corny bought a high-priced 
cigar, which made him sick, 
but no sicker than it did 
Truman. 

Friday morning, after 
Chet Lumley, our drayman, 
got a bulky letter addressed 
to himself, he clumb onto 
his wagon and drove along 
the street, reading between 


All I sez is, it wants a few 
the lines.—Leslie Van Every. 




















The Hog 


HE Hog is an omnivorous suoid quadru- 
occupation is 


ped, whose principal 
messing around in any old place that isn’t 
fenced in. The Hog has to be kept in a 
pen; otherwise he will stray 
where he doesn’t belong and where he can- 


into places 


not do any good and make himself a gen- 
eral nuisance. Hogs have been educated to 
do tricks, but no matter how much school- 
ing they have had, they are still Hogs and 
never change their manners. Big Hogs are 
worth more than little Hogs, especially after 
they have been canned. Canning Hogs is 
more profitable than raising Hogs, which 
proves that dead Hogs are the more valua- 
ble. The chief characteristic of the Hog is 
to root—he is not particular where. If a 
Hog were to be turned loose in an office, he 
would poke around desks, mess up private 
papers and become a good deal of a nui- 
sance. It wouldn’t be exactly his fault, be- 
cause he wouldn't have intelligence enough 
to know there was nothing for him to fatten 
on; he would just poke about in a senseless 
way, grunting unintelligible squeaks, and 
keep human beings from doing their al- 
lotted tasks. Don’t be a Hog. 


—Maurice Switzer. 


The Modest Little Maid 
Miss Prudence Prim retires in gloom; 
To guard against surprise, 
She sends her sewing from the room— 
She fears the needles’ eyes. 
She plugs the keyhole up to thwart 
The rubber plant, across the court. 
—C. L. 


Edson. 


Not a Popular Suggestion 


“*I tell you, comrades,’’ cried the social- 


ist orator, ‘‘if you will only give socialism 





a chance, you will find it works’’ 

““Aw, go wan!’’ replied the cheer leader 
in the audience. ‘‘What we want is suthin’ 
that abolishes work.”’ 


Costly Bluff 


Crawford—Is he sorry he boasted so much 
to his wife about his income? 

Crabshaw—I should say he was! She is 
using it as evidence against him in her suit 
for alimony. 


A Strong Resemblance 
66 HAT a funny-looking man that con- 
ductor is!’’ said Mrs. Jiggles, on 
the trolley. 

““Yes,’’ said Jiggles. 
to think who he looks like. 
very familiar to me.’’ 

“*Oh, I know who it is!’’ said Mrs. Jig- 
gles. ‘‘It’s our goldfish!’’ 


A Philosopher 

““Week before last,’’ said the kind lady 
to the paralyzed beggar, ““‘you got a dollar 
from me because you were deaf and dumb, 
Last week I gave you a quarter because you 
were blind, before I realized that you were 
the same man. Now you ask for money 
because you are paralyzed.’’ 

‘“*Yessum,’’ said the beggar. 
the facts.’’ 

**Don’t you think you’d do better if you 
chose one affliction and stuck to it?’’ asked 
the lady. 

‘No, ma’am,’’ said the beggar. ‘‘They’s 
nothin’ so fatal to the full development o’ 
all one’s nateral powers as narrer speciali- 


*‘T’ve been trying 
His face is 


**Them’s 


zation.’’ 





Owing to the censor, one-half the world 
doesn’t know how the other half dies. 
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MARKED DOWN 


** Oh, mother, look! 


Isn't it too bad Christmas 


didn’t come just a few weeks later?’’ 
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JEALOUSY 


‘* Say, ain’t that the stupidest audience you ever seen? They went wild over that punk dance of the 
soubrette’s, but they never give me a hand. Believe me, Lil, dramatic art is goin’ to the bow-wows !"’ 
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HIS FIRST HAIRCUT 


No longer to be a = girl.’’ 





THE DESPERATE 
CHARACTER 


By TOM P. MORGAN 





66] MET a desperate character the other 
day,’’ related the landlord of the Pe- 

tunia tavern. ‘‘I went over to the depot to 
see about a drummer’s trunk tha: had failed 
to arrive till after the salesman had gone on 
his way rejoicing, and encountered this yere 
abandoned person setting on a baggage truck 
in the shade. Simultaneously considered, 
he was a scanty party about forty years old, 
with arid whiskers scuttling vacantly around 
on a countenance as docile as that of a pet 
lamb. My first estimation was that there 
wasn’t a trace of harm in seventy gallons of 
him, but when I approached him he spat 
through his front teeth just like a kid and 
looked as pleased as the same kid does when 
he achieves that destination. Some might 
think I ort to have been in the hotel busi- 
ness long enough to lea.a something, but 
with the most of us there ain’t no such 
length of time. When I asked him if he 
wanted to go to a first-class hotel, that was 
business; but when I lingered after he had 
notified me that he didn’t, it was foolishness. 

***No, sir!’ he answered. ‘But waiting 
for a train is infernal slow business for an 
agile man. My name is Tandy—Luther W. 
Tandy—and I'd be real glad if you’d join 
me in an outburst.’ 

“““In a which?’ says I, just like that. 

‘““*In a few bottles of sody pop, by thun- 
der!’ he snapped defiantly. ‘I used to live 
over beyond Good Intent, but I’ve left home 
and I’m out for a buster!’ 


“You never can tell about ’em! Prob- 


ably the proper study of mankind is man, 
as the feller said, but I find that the more 
vividly I perooze the subject, the less I know 
about it. There ain’t any such thing asa 
good judge of human nature outside of the 
detective stories. I never aim to hunt trou- 
ble, so I slid along down the street and 
sopped a pop or two with Mr. Tandy, think- 
ing I'd get loose after it. But, no; he talked 
as if he suspected me of being a moral 
leper, and hinted that he would like to con- 
nect up with a poker game and such as that. 
You never saw a body more set on going to 
the dogs than he was. He looked as mild 
as a cold-storage chicken, but he continued 
to spit through his teeth like a regular 
devil and tell that he was going to the 
city to buy wine for actresses and commit 
similar outrages that-a-way. 

‘**T’m a slave no longer!’ says he, plumb 


pizonous. ‘I have defied the tyrant and am 
free!’ 

‘All I said for the moment was to re- 
spectfully suggest that we go over and set 
on the veranda for a spell. 

‘**Well, why did you leave your wife?’ I 
asked, sorter airily, after we had done so. 

‘“*Why, Alfretta told me to go and never 
come back! Somehow, I don’t exactly know 
why, the gate fell down and killed a little 
lame chicken that she had been mothering, 
and she just up and told me to go. And, by 
Judas, I went! No man with red blood in 
his veins would take that from any woman!’ 

‘‘I didn’t say anything, and he lapsed 
into a sort of neutral state, as if he was 
thinking about the riot he was’ going to in- 
dulge in. ‘Bime-by he added, ‘I rode to 
town with the Butler boy; the one that stut- 
ters, I believe it was, though I guess I didn’t 
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A YOUNG LADY OF THE OLD SCHOOL 


pay much attention.’ He stopped, and I 
looked him over. I couldn’t make him 
seem like a party that in a few hours would 
be stepping high and defying the navies of 
the world. His scurvy whiskers drooped, 
and his hat had faded down onto his ears. 
He looked as lost and lonesome and helpless 
as a young bird that had kicked himself 
out of his nest. But, as I remarked be- 
fore, you never can tell. 

***Tt’s a couple of hours till train 
time, Mr. Tandy,’ saysI. ‘Suppose you 
go upstairs and lay down for a short 
spell.’ 

***Much obliged to you, sir!’ says 
he, rising. And then he bethought him- 
self. ‘If I fall asleep, be sure to wake 
me in time for the train. I wouldn’t 
miss it for quite a good deal.’ 

‘‘After taking him up to the room, I 
went back down to the veranda again. I 
studied the matter over for half an 
hour without getting anywhere. And 
then I concluded that it wouldn’t be 
especially premeditated in me to go up 
and see how the wolf in sheep’s clothing 
was getting along. The door was ajar, 
and I peeked in. The frenzied Mr. Tan- 
dy was reposing on the bed with his 
face to the wall, and he ’peared to be 
talking to himself. That is always a bad 
sign. The more a party with something 
on his mind mutilates it over, the more 
liable he is to break loose. You never 
can tell; he may burn the house down or 
something. I tiptoed into the room asa 
measure of precaution. When I caught 
onto what he was saying to himself, I 
quietly threw up my hands, for the 


statements he was making were mighty pe- 
culiar for an abandoned reprobate. 

**Seems like I can’t sleep,’ he was say- 
ing. ‘And the time passes dreadful slow. 
I—I wonder what Fretty is doing, now that 
she hasn’t anything to pick up that I’ve 
dropped and there ain’t any more mud on 





Shopper—It seems to me these eggs are rather small. 
Merchant—Perhaps they are, mum, a trifle—owing to 
th’ war. 


the floor where I’ve tracked it in. For 
*most twenty years I’ve been tracking mud 
in on the clean floor and never realized it 
till my attention was called to it. Some- 
how, too, I have let the fences go, and the 
cattle have got in or out, according to where 
they were before. Seems as if I’ve left un- 
done ‘most everything in the living 
world that I ought to have done, and 
done ’most everything I ought to have 
left undone. It’s kind of a way I’ve had, 
I guess.’ 

“‘It struck me that in all probability 
there wa’n’t any immediate danger of his 
setting the house on fire, and so I tiptoed 
out and went down to the veranda again 
to think it over. While I was still re- 
munerating, I noticed a woman lunging 
over from the depot. She was a wiry lit- 
tle hornet of a lady, and ’peared to be 
considerably aggervated about something. 

‘**T am looking for my husband!’ she 
gasped, when she reached the steps. 
‘The Butler boy—the one that stutters 
so—told me as well as he could that he’d 
left him at the depot, and they said he 
had come over here.’ 

‘I’ve got him safe, Mizzus Tandy,’ 
says I. ‘He ain’t done any great harm 
yet. Just step this way, mom!’ I led 
her upstairs and indooced her in at the 
half-opendoor. My captive was still lay- 
ing on the bed, and the only difference 
was that his shoulders was kinda shak- 
ing. The little hornet of a lady flew at 
him. ‘Luther W. Tandy,’ says she, ‘you 
come right straight home!’ He turned 
over and set up like as if he had been 
kicked. 














Victoria’s Vanity Box 


HEREVER the lovely Victoria goes, 
She carries a vanity box, 

Which she opens invariably after a dance 
And always most carefully locks; 

But stealing behind her, J] ventured to peep 
O’er her shoulder so pinkily fair, 

And saw in the scented receptacle all 
The secrets she guards with such care. 


A mirror, a vial of costly perfume, 
A pencil to darken her eyes, 
A very small silver-topped bottle of rouge, 
Quite frequently used, I surmise; 
A lipstick of carmine, a hairpin or two, 
A powder puff, fluffy and fine, 
And a picture—and, oh! I forgive her the 
rest, 
For the”face in the picture was mine. 
—Minna Irving. 


Boyhood 


Mamma—And you actually ate a little 
toad? What in the world made you do so? 

Little Lester Livermore—Willie Kickover 
bet I dassn’t. 











A REASONABLE THEORY? 


i Boss—No; we have all the men we need. co 
Laborer—Seems like you could take one more, the little bit of work I'd do. Sympathetic 


‘‘It’s pretty hard to sleep on an empty 


““*‘Why—why, Fretty!’ he gasped. ‘I— came up and asked indignantly, ‘‘Why in stomach,’’ said the tramp wearily to the 

— the world didn’t you shoot?’’ hustling farmer’s wife. 

1 ‘**No such thing!’ she snapped. And **Well, yo’ see, Marse Cunnel, when dat ‘“‘Why, you poor fellow!’’ she replied 
then she kissed him a dozen times, as if she dah buck come by whah I’s at, he was’ sympathetically. ‘‘Why don’t you turn 
liked him, interspersed with crying. And a-jumpin’ so high an’ a-lightin’ so hahd, over and sleep on your back for a little 

P he snuggled up to her, like he felt safe. yo’ll fine ’im layin’ dead somewhah clost, while? Ye hain’t wore it out lyin’ on it, 

P ‘‘Nacher’ly I scooted. When they came anyhow.’’ — Strickland Gillilan. hev ye?’’ : 
downstairs, they both thanked me very 
proper for my kindness. As they started ‘ Ohh fl liih 

i off, the last thing I heard the desperate a4, / é 





character say was, ‘I’ll fix that gate hinge 
the first thing in the morning, Fretty!’ 

***T’ll bet the cigars you don’t!’ says I to 
myself.’’ 





Wouldn’t Waste Ammunition 
: i OLONEL SMITH, of Mississippi, before 
| the war, had an old negro, of the 
| family-pet, pampered, privileged-character 
| : variety, who teased hi. master for a breech- 
loading, double-barreled shotgun, which had Hu 
just come into vogue. 
The master humored the old man by giv- 
ing him the coveted firearm. 

' “*Now,”’ said the colonel, ‘‘I want you to 
kill adeer with this gun. I'll put you on 
astand near a runway, and the boys and I 
will drive a deer past for you to shoot.’’ 

“TI sure will git dat misto deer—he-hee- 
e-e-e-e!’’ boasted Rastus. 

The arrangements were completed, and 
after half an hour or so’s beating, a mag- 
nificent buck came plunging out of the 
brush, antlers covered with vines and twigs 
from his hasty flight through the under- 
growth. Prostrated with ‘‘buck-fever,’’ 
Rastus never even aimed the piece or pulled u(t 
the trigger. A few minutes later the colonel AN INTERCEPTED MESSAGE 
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THE MODERN WOMAN 


A Spade’s a Spade 
By ETHEL R. PEYSER 
Votive Offerings 
HE VOTE is like love: those that have 
it don’t appreciate it, and those that 
have it not long for it. 


The vote may register the last change of 
woman's mind. 


A vote in the ballot box is worth a year 
or two of influence. 


To vote aright is man's prerogative. To 
vote aright is woman's necessity. 


If all the year were election holidays, to 
vote would be as tedious as to ‘‘influence.’’ 
(Apologies to the Bard of Avon.) 


Influence ‘‘was framed to make women 
false’’; the ballot to make them true. 


She that was ever fair and proud 

Voted at will and yet was never loud. 
(Apologies to Shakespeare. ) 

To vote is human; to forego a bribe di- 


vine. (Apologies to Pope.) 


The vote is wieldable by men at twenty- 


one years old; by women who know all the 
isms, ologies and foreign tongues. 


A modern woman’s error at the polls is 
writ in brass; a man’s in water. 

Even a fool, when he becomes of age, is 
counted a citizen. 


A wise vote turneth away destruction. 


She that hath time to dance hath ample 
time to vote. 
SO 
Let her vote NOW or else hereafter 
expect no peace. 


‘On Their Way 
Anti-suffragist—I wonder what all those 
women are doing on Fifth Avenue. 
Suffragist—They believe that woman’s 
place is the home, and they are on their 
way. 


Suffrage Snapshots 
By IDA HUSTED HARPER 
OW COULD anybody wish the poor 
congressmen a Happy New Year 
when they had to begin it by voting on 
woman suffrage? 


‘‘All the blessed creatures have to 
do,’’ said Representative Adamson, of 
Georgia, in his speech, ‘‘is to intimate 
in a gentle way, in their charming tones 
and pleasing manner, to the lords of 


creation that they wish to have the privilege 
of voting.’’ How much that reminds one 
of Heflin, of Alabama— it’s so different! 


The woman who recently climbed to the 
top of Harvard Glacier in Alaska is astrong 
suffragist. Seems as if it would have to be 
a cold day when she was not able to go to 
the polls. 


Representative J. Hampton Moore, of 
Philadelphia, is quoted as saying it will be 
20 years before Congress hears any more 
about prohibition or woman suffrage. That 
0 must be a printer's mistake, and even the 
2 is fifty per cent. too much. 


vocational bureau’’ in 
Boston thinks the may come when 
graduation certificates in fathercraft and 
mothercraft will be issued by the public 
schools. But if the holders don’t get aboard 
the matrimonial craft, what good will these 
do? 


The head of the “‘ 
time 


The Business Women’s League of Nash- 
ville, with three hundred members, has 
united with the Equal Suffrage League to 


move on the Legislature. Apparently they 


have never heard from the lady antis what 
a hindrance the ballot will be to the work- 
ing woman, but it is not yet too late for the 
antis to save her from ‘‘impending doom,’’ 
in the classic language of their president. 








KEEP IT UP, GIRLS; HE ISN’T STONE DEAF ! 


Curbside Comments 
By OREOLA W. HASKELI 
Her Way 
WENT to see a suffragist; 
Within her home I stayed. 
I looked around for dusty shelves 
And clothes and curtains frayed, 
For smudgy mirrors, rugs askew, 
And children all neglected: 
But though disorder dire I wished, 
It could not be detected. 
“Oh, suffraigst, how do you get 
The time for votes to labor?’’ 
‘I cut out tangoing and bridge 
And gossip with my neighbor.”’ 


Maids and Matrons 

R. WALTER L. SEARS, the new super. 
intendent of the Municipal Employ- 
ment Bureau of Manhattan, is quoted as 
saying that girls would gladly clean house 
and wash clothes at twenty dollars a month 
or more if only the women who employ 
them would treat them like human beings 
and not like ‘‘lowly subjects.’’ Housekeep- 
ers who have done their best to make life 
pleasant for their help explain their lack of 
success by the fact that domestic service for 
one maid is a lonely existence, and that for 
this reason girls seek the companionship 
found in factory life. Of course it isa 
well-known fact that male employers never 
treat their female help as lowly subjects, 
but overwhelm them with the consideration 
due superior beings, regulating their 
hours of work, improving their sur- 
roundings, and, above all, paying them 

munificent wages. 


A Fashion Hint 

HILE the makers of fashionable 
clothes have ransacked the styles of 
civilized and barbarous countries for suf- 
ficiently idiotic ideas to lure the dollars 
from the feminine purse, they seem to 
have neglected the rich field that the sav- 
ages present. Why not dress our women 
like the elite of Southern Nigeria, placing 
upon their nether limbs brass anklets 
shaped like gramophone records? How 
gracefully they would walk, and how the 
disks would flash in the sun, to say noth- 
ing of theirdeadly work in crowds surg- 
ing toward the subway. Since it issome 
stunt to keep from gouging one’s under- 
pinnings when thus arrayed, the anklets 
must be riveted on at an early age of the 
wearer and years of practice conduce to 
expertness of gait. But, horrors! Could 
we ask the modern belle to degenerate 
into an old frump by wearing anything 
under the canopy for more than two 

months? Heaven forbid! 
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Oversea Humor 





Will It Come to This? 


Jaloux des succés des femmes, les hommes tien- 
nent, eux aussi, 4 montrer leurs jambes dans les rues, 


Jealous of the success of the women, the 
men, too, now insist upon showing their 
legs in the streets.—L’ Illustration (Paris). 
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Copyright, Meggendorfer Blaetter. 


“Dein Bruder ist eigentlich ein hiibscher Junge.” 
“Aber, Camilla, spekuliere doch nicht auf ihn— 
erist doch fiinf Jahre jiinger als du.” 


“Your brother is really a handsome fel- 
low!’’ 

“But, Camilla, don’t speculate on him. 
He is five years younger than you are!’’ 
—Meggendorfer Blaetter (Munich). 











Copyright, Jugend 
Poets’ Wives 
“Mein Mann sitzt oft in Nachdenken und kaut 


dann am Federhalter!" : 
“Und mein Mann hat schon eine Ecke von seiner 


Schreibmaschine zernagt!” 
‘‘My husband often sits there in med- 
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Minor Warfare 
‘‘Don’t mention it.’’—Sketch (London). 


Transformation of the Horse Cab 








Copyright, Lustige Blaetter. 
“Einmal muss ja das Auto kommen,” dachte 
‘The auto has to come some time,’’ 





“T’m sorry to ’ave to say, mum, ’e’s bin 
avery bad dog whilst you was hout. ’E’s 
bin an’ eat up ’is patriotic ribbon.’’—Punch 
(London). 





Copyright, Fliegende Blaetter 


7 “Warum springt denn der Schaffner wenn der Zug 
hier einfahrt, immer schon wahrend der Fahrt ab 


und laéuft in den Bahnhof voraus?” 


‘‘Why does the conductor always jump off 
when the train gets here, and run ahead to 


the station?’’ 


itation and chews his penholder.’’ 
‘‘Why, my husband has already chewed 
off the corner of his typewriter.’’—Jugend 
Munich). 





“Um den Zug zu erwarten. Er ist naimlich gleich- 


zeitig hier Stationsvorstand.” 

‘‘To wait for the train. 
master here too.’’ — Fliegende 
(Munich). 














He is station- 
Blaetter 


der Kutcher, da war .. . 
the coachman thought; . . . and then 














es auch schon da! 
it did come! 
—Lustige Blaetter (Berlin). 








DIARY February 22, 1820 


A largecoaching party came 
up from town today and 
stopped at the Inn for an 
excellent meal and the ever- 
popular 


Old Overholt Rye 


“Same for 100 years” 


Nowadays, in this age 
of motoring, Old Overholt is 
still the popular choice. Men 
appreciate its uniform purity, 
quality and flavor. Aged 4, 


in the wood, bottled in 

bond. 

A. OVERHOLT & CO. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 





Pears’ 


“The pale complexion 
of true love” assumes a 
warmer tint by the use 
of Pears’ Soap. 


Sold all over the globe. 


“MADE AT KEY WEST— 














Hotel 


Marie Antoinette 








Broadway, 66th and 67th Streets 
NEW YORK CITY 
ITUATED in the most convenient location 
in town. Modern in every detail, absolutely 
fireproof, within ten minutes’ of the leading de- 
partment stores, shops and theatres. Convenient 
to Pennsylvania and Grand Centra! Depots. 
Rooms, with Running Water, $1.50 Per Day Upward. 
Rooms, with Bath, $2.00 Per Day Upward. 
Suites, $4.00 Per Day Upward. 
RESTAURANT OF UNUSUAL EXCELLENCE. 
H. STANLEY GREEN, Manager 











Stories With Smiles 


Breaking a ‘“‘Hoodoo’’—Although this is 
considered an enlightened age, the ranks of 
those who believe in pet superstitions are 
pretty considerable still. This is especially 
true of the imagined hoodoo that clings to 
Friday, the thirteenth. 

A man walked into a jewelry store on the 
recent Friday, the thirteenth, and deposited 
a heavy gold wedding ring on the showcase. 

‘“*‘How much for this?’’ he asked the 
jeweler. 

‘*Give you a dollar,’’ was the answer, 
after an examination of the ring. 

**You’re on,’’ said the man, ‘‘on condi- 
tion you lend me your hammer for a min- 
ute or two.”’ 

The hammer fell mercilessly on the gold 
band, reducing it to junk. After receiving 
the dollar note from the jeweler, the vandal 
lit a match and the note was soon reduced 
to smoke and ashes. 

The amazement of the jeweler was dissi- 
pated by the explanation of the customer 
that he had been married on Friday, the 
thirteenth, just thirteen years ago. 

‘*I think I have closed the chapter now, 
though,’’ he announced.—Columbus Dis- 
patch. 


, 


A Horrified Mother—A Louisville woman, 
who is somewhat of a crank on hygiene and 
who brings up her small daughter according 
to the latest methods, took the child ona 
day train to a nearby little town. The 
mother sighed as she glanced at the dusty 
velvet seat and cloudy windows. The young- 
ster, however, folded her manicured fingers 
in her white pique lap and apparently tried 
to absorb as little dirt as possible. Look- 
ing up from her magazine, the immaculate 
parent was horrified to find the small daugh- 
ter’s jaws working violently. 

‘‘What have you in your mouth?’’ she 
demanded at once. 

‘*Gum,’’ said the child. 

‘‘Where did you get 
mother. 

The child pointed to a clean, round spot 
on the grimy windowsill. 

‘*There,’’ she said.—Lowisville Times. 


it?’’ gasped the 


Technicalities—A sailor was called into 
the witness box to give evidence. ‘‘ Well, 
sir,’’ said the lawyer, ‘‘do you know the 
plaintiff and defendant?’’ 

**IT don’t know the drift of them words,”’ 
answered the sailor. 

**What! Not know the meaning of 
‘plaintiff’ and ‘defendant’?’’ continued the 
lawyer. ‘‘A pretty fellow you to come here 
as a witness! Can you tell me where on 
board the ship it was this man struck the 
other?’’ 

**Abaft the binnacle,’’ said the sailor. 

‘*Abaft the binnacle,’’ said the lawyer. 
‘*What do you mean by that?’’ 

‘‘A pretty fellbw you,’’ responded the 
sailor, ‘‘to come here as a lawyer, and 
don’t know what ‘abaft the  binnacle’ 
means !’’—Case and Comment. 

Experience — ‘‘Experience is a_ great 
teacher.”’ 


‘*Isn’t it? There’s Brown’s case.’’ 


‘*What about Brown?’’ 

‘*He married a widow.”’ 

**T know.’’ 

‘*Well, Brown had an idea that he was a 
handy man around the house. About the 











second week after his marriage, she caught 

him with a monkey wrench on his wa 

fix some of the water pipes.’’ 7" 
‘What did she do?’’ 





“*She stopped him.’’ 

**Why?’’ 

“She said her first husband had the No- 
tion that he was a plumber, and she had all 
the trouble from that source that she 
wanted.’’—Detroit Free Press. 


A Mere Piker—The weather forecaster 
had crossed the Styx and was Swelling 
around among the other shades, telling 
what a smart man he was on earth. At | 
last a venerable shade approached the 
weather forecaster and said, 

**Why do you wear all those medals?” 

“*I was the champion weather forecaster 
while I was on earth,’’ was the reply. 

“It is strange that I never got any med. 
als,’’ mused the venerable shade. 

*‘Why?’’ asked the weather forecaster. 
**Who are you?’’ 

“‘I am Noah,’’ replied the venerable 
shade.—Cincinnati Enquirer. 

Not Her Fault—A little girl, about six 
years old, was visiting friends, and during | 
the course of the conversation one of them | 
remarked, 

‘‘T hear you have a new little sister.” 

“*Yes,’’ answered the little girl; “jus | 
two weeks old.”’ 

“‘Did you want it to be a little girl?” 
asked the friend. 
‘“*No. I wanted it to be a boy,”’ she re. 
plied; ‘‘but it came while I was at school.” 

—New York Globe. ; 


Part of the Time—‘‘Do you think ony | 
of me?’’ murmured the bride. ‘‘Tell me | 
that you think only of me!’’ 4 

“‘It’s this way,’’ explained the groom. | 
**Now and then I have to think of the fur- 
nace, my dear.’’—Louwisville Courier-Jour- 
nal. 


John McGlynn, Wit 
John McGlynn, of Troy, N. Y., president 
of the New York Hotel Association, is noted 
for his witty stories. Here are a few of his 
epigrammatic conclusions: 


‘*A sunken garden is one in which you 
sink a lot of money.’’ 

‘*If ‘an apple a day will keep the doctor 
away,’ why stop there? An onion a day 
will keep everybody away.’’ 

‘‘A pessimist is a man who pulls dow | 
the blinds and then complains of how dark 
it is.”’ 

‘‘The other day several men started to 
settle the war in my barroom. One ma 
insisted he was neutral. ‘I don’t care who 
licks the Kaiser,’ he said.’’ 

‘*Over in Germany when a general does 
something brave they give him the Iro 
Cross. In Mexico when a general performs 
a great service they give him the double 
cross.’’ 

‘*Local option is to decide who shall sel 
liquor—the drug store or the saloon.” 

‘‘Ever hear of the man with the cold’ 
His landlady believes in feeding a cold, 9 
she made him a big German pancake. ‘TY 
that,’ she said. Soon after she went back 
in the room. ‘I see you have eaten it,’ she | 
said. He yelped. ‘Eaten it!’ he shouted. 
‘No; I’m wearing it on my chest.’”’ 
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With The College Wits 


Hadn't Noticed—F'irst gurgle—Did you 
notice that good-looking fellow who sat 
right back of us at the Orpheum? 
~ Second gurgle—Oh, the handsome chap 
with the red necktie and tan suit, who wore 
his hair pompadour? No. Why? — Ne- 


braska Awgwan. 





In London—A merican (answering ’phone) 
—Hello! 

Englishman (other end of line)—Ah you 
thah? 

American—Yes, old chap; but how the 
deuce did you guess it?—Minnesota Minne- 
haha. 

A Motion To Postpone— ‘Can we squeeze 
in this crowded car?’’ asked the polite but 
timid young man. 

“Maybe, Charley,’’ replied the 
thing; ‘‘but don’t you think we’d better 
wait until we get home?’’—Lehigh Burr. 


sweet 





“Do anything much this week-end?”’ 

“Oh, nothing to speak of.”’ 

“Anything not to speak of?’’—Harvard 
Lampoon. 


A Limited Journey—Ed—He seems to be 
wandering in his mind. ,; 

Fred—Well, he can’t stray far.—Prince- 
ton Tiger. 


Distressing—Dear sweet thing—Aren’t 
you feeling well? 

Steady—No; I ate German noodle soup 
and French fried potatoes for supper, and 
they won’t arbitrate.—Lehigh Burr. 


An Old One—‘‘What little boy in the 
class can mention a memorable date in 
Roman history?’’ asked the teacher. 

“‘Antony’s with Cleopatra!’’ ventured one 
of the boys. —Penn State Froth. 


Clever Excuse—Walk—Why did you take 
off your hat to that girl? You don’t know 
her. 

H. McIntosh—No; but my brother does, 
and this is his hat.—California Pelican. 


Tasteful!—Diner—Waiter, why do you 
call this homemade bread? 

_ Waiter—The cook always sleeps in the 
kitchen, sir.—Stanford Chaparral. 


Every lover of a 


1 cock “~~ — , 
Ditties be aaed te sere ktail should insist that Abbott’s 
yf. Abb 


insures your getting the very 
(Adv), 


best C.. W o., Baltimore, Md. 
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“Che Utmost in Cigarettes” 











Power of | HALF PRICE NOW 


th H HESE books are the greatest help that has ever been writ- 
e our ten for the layman motorist today. Of necessity you must 


have simple non-technical text and we are prepared to offer you 
Nine Complete 
For All Who Motor 


With Over 1200 
Volumes $2.3 
B. C. of Motor Car 


Engravings 
They will save you many times this amount thru your ability to make 
__ Operation, —— simple repairs and adjustments. Bound in extra tough jute covers 
Lighting by Electricity. which will wear indefinitely, even with roughest handling. 
Maintenance and Repair. F 


Care and Repair of Tires. 

Carburetor Maintenance. 25c oe agpthntnn yan ae 38c 
Magneto Ignition. 
Battery Ignition. 
Aerial Navigation. 

Motorcycle Care and Repair. 


The A. 


Send 10c today to prepay postage and order one or ali on approval. 


POWER BOOK DEPARTMENT, 337 W. 38th St., New York City 























HOTEL LONGACRE 
Broadway & 47th Street 
More Like a Club Than a Hotel, 


Exclusively Bachelor 


Convenient to Everything. The refined air and good 
service of a club. 


rit Rates Per Day. 

aren: 50 rooms with lavatory - $1.00 

Ue mil 150 rooms with private bath 1.50 
50 rooms with private bath 2.00 


rite 











Two-room Suites, $3.00 to $4.00. Special Weekly Rates. 
Restaurant a la carte. Club Breakfasts. 
Dining Room Open to Ladies. 


The best value in New York City 
both in rooms and restaurant. 


’Phone, 7790—Bryant. 
J. G. BOGGS. 
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eo Keep 
Absorbine, Jr., 
In Your First 
Aid Cabinet 


This American-made germicide 
isa dependable preparation for 
the numerous household acci 
dents. Applied to cuts, bruises, 
wounds and sores, it makes the 
part aseptic, kills the germs 
and promotes rapid healing. 


















AbsorbineJ 


THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT 
Vanes Pea M8 vires oe | 
| 
| 





contains no acids or minerals and is 
most sensitive tissues, 


It ie purely herbal 
harmless to the 
USE Absorbine. Jr., to reduc: 
sprains, wrenches, painsul, swollen veins or 


inflammatory conditions 
glands 
To reduce bursal «: large ments and infiltrations 
ing sinews, ete. | Absorbine, Jr. 
ent.) 

To allay pain any where 
permanent 

To spray the throat if sere or infected—a 10 per cent. or 
20 per cent. solution of Absorbine, Jr.. is baling and sooth 
ing and will destroy bacteria 

To heal cuts, bruises, lacerations, sores and ulcers 

$1 00 4 oz., $2.00 12 oz. bottle at drugyvists or postpaid 

A Liberal Trial Bottle will be sent to your address upon re { 
ceipt of 0c in stamps. 


W. F. YOUNG, P. D. F., 
115 Temple Street, Springfield, Mass. 


wens, weep 
is a discutient and resolv 


its anodyne effect is prompt and 











Made-to- Measure 
Express Prepaid 75 


Pants cut in the latest style. 
Made-to-your individual measure. 
Fit, workmanship and wear guar- 
anteed 


NO EXTRA CHARGE 


for peg ops, no matter how extreme you 


order them. 
A good live hustler in every 
Agents town to take orders for our cele- 
Wanted brated made-to-measure clothes. 
Samples of all latest materials FREE. 
We Pay Big Money 
to our agents everyy tay ‘re Turn your spare time int 


cash by taking orders for our stylish clothes. Werit« 
today for be satifal PREE outfit. 


The Progress Tailoring Co. 


Dept. 855 Chicago, UL 












For Photoplays | 
At $10 to $500 Each 

Ideas Wanted Your “happy thoughts” | 
are a8 good as anybody's 
and may bring you $10 to 

$500 each, according to merit, fur a few hours work in spare time at | 
home. ~Special education not necessary. I show you bow and 


I Guarantee You $10 For Your First Photoplay 


This means you. mendous demand ¢ used - 4 30,000 movie theatres 

ehanging program daily accounts for this unusua offer. It costs nothing 
investigate. Send post card or letter, at once, while this offer lasts, 
free bealiot “How to Write Photoviays.’’ Elbert Moore. Box 772 LM Chicago 














TRICKS. We will send you twocard tricks: very 


perplexing to onlookers, yet anyone can do 
them. Also two booklets showing over 100 
different Magic Tricks, All for l0c. 

The Magic Shop, 20 North 13th Street, Phila., Pa. | 
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n aptouns ling offer, This Triple 
Silver ly d yric Cornet will be 

tto you for on y $2. at the rate 

bP sly 10c a day. Free rial before you decide to buy. 


WurtilzerF REE ond Cetaten: 


y direct from m the manufac 
ote om prices on all kinds of instruments 


=, ay the balance 


- ~y Generous allowance for ok 





Free Ca 
thia Superb 
Plated Lyric Cornet, genuine 
leather. 


Case — with 
ple Silver 


inats truments. We supply the U. S. Gov't. Write 
‘ree Band Catalog. 


Write today. THE RUDOLPH eat CO." 
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HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 weer ker Street 
Branch Warehouse 
nton Street. Newark, N 


ALL KINDs O1 P API n MADE TO ORDER 








Mustard 


Passing the 


They Made Up—Mrs. Flatbush—My hus- 
band gave me a rainbow kiss last night. 


Mrs. Bensonhurst—What kind of a kiss 
is that? 
Mrs. Flatbush—One that follows a storm. 


—Brooklyn Citizen. 


Art Is Long—Haired—Mrs. Newlyrich— 
I didn’t know Titian was a painter. 

Miss Caustique—What did you think he 
was? 

Mrs. Newlyrich—I thought it was a hair 
dye.—Philadelphia Ledger. 


Two Kinds—Sire—I see in this expense 
account, ‘‘Fourteen suits, $1,000.’’ You 
didn’t pay that much for fourteen suits of 
clothes? 

Son—No; two of ’em were damage suits. 
—Chicago News. 


A Chance—* 
you, old chap?’ 

**Haven’t got it. But I'll tell you what 
I’ll do. I'll lend you the five I lent Jobson 
over a year ago, if you can collect it.’’ 
Boston Transcript. 


Lend me five dollars, will 


Perfectly Tame—‘‘ Wombat used to be a 
great outdoor man and all-around sport. Is 
he reconciled to married life?’’ 

*‘I think so. I called on him recently 
and found him sifting ashes with an old 
tennis racket.’’—Kansas City Journal. 


Her novel shows a 
Why doesn’t she 


Maternal Solicitude—‘‘ 
juvenile trend of mind. 
revise it?’’ 

**Her mother thinks she is too young to 
read what she has written.’’—Philadelphia 
Ledger. 


Language of Flowers—‘Do you know 
anything about the language of flowers?’’ 

*‘Only this much: A five-dollar box of 
roses talks a heap louder to a girl thana 


fifty-cent bunch of carnations.’’— Washing- 
ton Star. 
Open Season—‘‘Young Mrs. Wombat 


doesn’t want her husband to go hunting.’’ 
**Why not?’’ 
**Says he’s such a dear that somebody is 
bound to take a shot at him.’’—Kansas 
City Journal. 


Translated — Customer — Here, waiter! 
Where are the olives? Hold on! Bring me 
half a melon and some cracked ice. 

Waiter (loudly )}—Dumdums, half a bomb- 
shell and a bow! of shrapnel.—Cleveland 
Plain Dealer. 


His Idea— ‘She makes me feel so small 
when she begins to talk about her ancestors. 
And we have no ancestors.’”’ 

‘*Never mind, my dear. Come back at 
her with the pedigree of your dog.’’ — 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
Its purity has made it famous.” 


50c the case of six glass stoppered bottles. [apvt.] 
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| is searched. 


| of an Ostend bathing girl. 


| 37 Columbus Ave., 


; want to be 






Vaseline 


Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 


Hair Tonic 


A health - giving dressing for 
the scalp. 











Prevents dandruff and falling of 
the hair. 






Gets right down to the roots 
and gives just the necessary 
stimulation needed to keep the hair j in 

fect condition. For sale everywhere. -_ 


Send 10c. for trial size bottle 
For an easy shave, with no after rt, 
Vaseline’ on the shaving of aint in a a= 
CHESEBROUGH MFG. COMPANY 
| Consolidated] 









17}4 State Street New York 





























For the Home 


and Family 






Well brewed and BREWERY bottled—remember that! Cam 
Promotes ideal firesie 


An always ready entertainer. 
Adds to the enjoyment of every occasion. 
All Good Deals supply it in bottles and splits. 


“BATH HOUSE 23” “KEEP OUT” 
OUR LATEST NOVELTY. 

| Bath house in w ood veneer with 

swinging door and brass fastener ; size 

5 x Sinches; with the door open you 

see a beautiful; hand colored picture 


spoil. 
comfort. 





Comes boxed, prepaid, for 25c 
to introduce our new catalog of pic- 
tures for The Den, ‘‘all winners!’ & 
alone l0c. Stamps accepted. Bam 
CELEBRITY ART CO., 

Boston, Mass. 








ROMEIKE’s 


will send you all newspapercl 





you, 
**up to date."? Every ne wspaper and per 
| odical of importance in the United States and Euro 


lerms, $5.00 for 100 notices. 


Press Cutting Burea_ 


pings which may appear abou 
your friends, or any subject on which youm 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., N.! 













Stand acid and fire diamond tet. 
So hard they easily scratch a fileasl I 
will cut glass. Brilliancy guar fs 





teed 25 years. Moumredinl4k solid gol 
diamond mountings. See them before : 
ing. Will send you any style ring, pin en 
examination— all charges prepaid. No money’ in advanet, 
Money refunded if not satisfactory. Write today fi r free cat 


WHITE VALLEY GEM CO., 773 Wulsin nome 


WANTED —AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF OF sie 
Protect your ideas, they a’ How = 


simple thing to patent ? t 
you wealth. Write for ** Needed Inventions’ and 
Randoph & 


Get Your Patent and Your Money.’ 
Patent Attorneys. Dept, J29, Washington, D. C. 
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We Want You 


We are not trying to break any records in the matter of subscriptions. The mere 
question of volume does not interest us—but we do want the greatest number of in- 
telligent, responsible readers, and to that end we bend our efforts. 


We want the banker, the broker, the city and state official—the type of business 
man who is listed in the Banker’s Encyclopedia; merchants rated in Dun’s or 
Bradstreet’s; officials of corporations; professional men—lawyers listed in Martindale’s; 
doctors and dentists in Polk’s Directories; people nationally or widely prominent; men 
of affairs and individuals of established standing and stability in their respective 
localities. Those are the sorts of subscribers we want—quality, not quantity—and if 
you are one of these responsible people, and are not already a regular subscriber, we 
want to add your name to the rated subscribers who constitute such a large proportion 


of Leslie’s circulation. 
We Want You— 


Because 


you stand for something in your community, and therefore Leslie’s stands for you—is published for you—not 
occasionally, but consistently, and all the time. 


With a just appreciation of the public’s interest in the war, Leslie’s prints page upon page of stirring, original 
photographs and drawings of the great struggle abroad. Leslie’s is essentially an illustrated newspaper and 
in its pages you get a// the war news, but you get this news in pictures, p/us— 


Jasper’s sound advice on investment—advice so valuable and sought for, that hundreds of people have written 
to him this year for specific information. How to protect life and property; unbiased life and fire insurance 
advice. How will legislation affect your interests?>—“Watching the Nation’s Business” is a regular weekly 
department. Motoring—the sport and business of millions—is covered twice a month by Harold W. Slauson, 
an able mechanical engineer who devotes all his time to solving motor problems for Leslie’s readers; thousands 
of them have already availed themselves of this service. Leslie’s Export Department, under the direction of 
Dr. W. E. Aughinbaugh, provides information as to the opportunities in South America and elsewhere—telia- 
ble information given by a man who has made thirty-six trips across the Line. These and many other special 
features are a few reasons why every responsible business and professional man should read Leslie’s. 


OLD b 
Dh beret’ 


General Manager. 


Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 


By the year $5.00 
Member Audit Bureau of Circulations 















Leslie's 





The Words By Which They Live— 


“To thine own self be true—and it must follow—as the 
night the day—thou canst not then be false to any man.”’ 


300 years have gone since Shakespeare said it—yet today it is the guiding motto for Secretary of 
State Bryan—Secretary of War Garrison—for Andrew Carnegie. 

So universal, so undying, is Shakespeare that this heart-deep advice in Hamlet has influenced the 
lives of these three great men and many thousands more and helped them to success. 

And so he will grip you and inspire you to new effort, new joy in living, new power and knowledge, 


Send for the new THIN PAPER 
Red and Gold — 


Booklovers Shakespeare "3 :! 





20 Limp Leather 


Volumes — Rich | Ne Other Edition Has 
Critical Comments— ¢ritic./ 
TS 

ments on the plays and peat 
ters selected from the writings of 











Every word that Shakespeare wrote 300 years ago 
rings as true today as it did in the days of Queen Eliza- 
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